KABLOONA
'Very well/ said I crossly. 'You need harness, nets, rope-
not for yourself, but for your mission, and I am going to send
them to you. You will force me to pay for them out of my own
pocket.3
Ah, the poor man! I had faced him with a case of conscience,
and he was upset. CAU right, all right/ he agreed. 'But it is very
bad of you to put me in this position. I'll let you have the
foxes.5
He didn't, though. When time came for me to leave, his
scruples had returned. Tve thought it over/ he said, eand I
find you are wrong. There is nothing I need.'
I had been with him several days when I began to see that
something was gna\ving at him. Something 'was on his mind,
and he was going round and round in a circle.
'Come,* I said, 'what is it? You have something on your
mind.9
It must really have been preying on him, for he made no
attempt to evade me.
'Ah, well,5 he said. eYou see for yourself how it is. Here you
are, a layman, enduring these privations, travelling "tough5''
— another locution of the North — 'depriving yourself of your
only cheese for me. Well, if you do these things, what should I,
a religious^ be doing?'
I stared at him. His eyes were hollow, brilliant, strangely
brilliant A religious, indeed! What a distance that one word
suddenly placed between him and me! This man was ani-
mated and kept alive by something other than the power of
nature. Life had in a sense withdrawn from him, and a thing
more subtle, more mysterious, had taken its place. He was
doubly superior to me, by his humility and by his mystical
essence as priest. SI am of the most humble extraction/ he had
said to me. He \vas a Norman peasant and it came to me sud-
denly that if he had chosen to live in this seal hole instead of an
igloo, his choice had been motivated in part by the peasant

